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THE  INDESTRUCTIBLE  ARRIVAL 
Foreword* 


ALL  of  us  feel  intensely  the  briered  ambush  of  the  days. 
But  no  one  more  than  the  poet.  He  seems  constantly  confronted 
with  the  driving  compulsion  to  embrace  his  brothers  and  to  de- 
part from  their  foolishness  at  the  same  time.  He  is  perennially 
warning  with  his  silver  bell,  "I  am  blind!  I  am  blind!"  and  cry- 
ing aloud  with  the  instant  revelation  of  his  new  sight;  "I  seel 
I  see!" 

This  is  true  of  all  poets,  I  think,  whether  those  who  have 
become  successfully  articulate  to  a  small  group  or  a  large  one. 
We  who  begin  to  speak  from  our  inner  need  to  dispel  the  mute- 
ness we  know  is  not  truly  a  part  of  us,  we  are  discovering  our 
discipleship  in  the  world  of  realities.  I  know,  we  are  accused  as 
a  group,  of  being  the  people  who  test  the  air  with  their  fingers 
to  see  what  direction  they  would  go  if  they  were  going. 

We  are  not  deceived  often.  We  are  dismayed  for  long  pe- 
riods. We  are  inconsolable  in  spasms,  but  we  are  forever  seek- 
ing for  an  indestructible  arrival  —  however  naive  that  may 
sound.  We  are  the  vanguard  of  millions  who  seek  that  arrival. 
Our  wisdom  should  lie  in  our  knowing  that  such  an  arrival  does 
not  depend  upon  anything  but  the  sacredness  which  we,  as  in- 
dividual priests  of  beauty  and  truth  determine  to  speak!  It  de- 
pends upon  our  separate  missions  against  death  in  our  time — 
against  limbo  in  our  souls — and  upon  our  own  new  seeing 
wherever  we  are,  so  help  us  God. 

The  poet  must  believe  in  the  magic  of  the  seed,  the  near- 
ness of  the  stars,  and  in  the  indestructible  arrival  LIFE  itself 
gives  him  in  vindication  of  his  endless  pursuit.  *     *     * 
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MENDICANT 


Lean  on  my  shoulder,  ragged, 
borne  upon  a  crutch  .  .  . 
yet  lean. 

I  do  not  ask  your  travelings; 
long  ago  I  learned 
all  journeyings  are  secret 
since  none  may  know  the  end 
till  he  arrives. 

Rest.  For  every  ditch  has  mirrors; 

the  spheres  will  shine  and  swing 

in  them  with  tantalizing  nearness 

to  your  cheek.  So  far  from  Heaven  it  is 

to  lie  upon  the  reflection  of  a  star  .  .  . 


CENSORED  LETTER 


Their  backs  against  the  page 
puerile  and  innocent 
the  perpendiculars 
are  ultimately  sent. 

Sterile,  in  secret  tense, 
the  novices  conceal 
the  bladed  history 
of  what  you  feel. 


DEVOTION 


My  heart  cries  out 

from  every  window,  and  from  every  sill 

it  peers  and  leans; 

my  heart  will  not  be  still. 

Dumb  beast  with  grieving  for  its  kind, 

I  cannot  make  it  understand — 

It  has  no  mind. 

Earth's  brown  cupboard  holds  its  only  love; 
sterile  and  innocent  death  puts  its  vow 
of  silence  and  of  celibate  surcease  .  .  . 
My  heart  keeps  running  errands  useless  now. 
I  have  no  peace. 

Tell  me,  beloved,  where  you  lie 
within  the  fretless  household,  like  a  queen, 
how  can  my  heart  know  that  you  are  dead — 
what  does  that  mean? 


ALWAYS RENAISSANCE 


It's  the  beginning 
again  .  .  .  that  is  brave! 
From  the  cloistered  grave 
silence  of  winter  come  tumbling 

the  little  new  seeds 

fumbling  with  the  mysteries  of  earth 

they  clamor  for  birth 

as  she  feeds 

them  the  wind  and  the  rain. 
Her  wise  body  glows 
with  the  Wisdom  that  sows 
little  seeds  with  needs  that  strain 

the  hard  crusts  of  earth,  resent  bars 

that  temper  the  passion  to  peer  at  the  stars! 
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PROBLEM  CHILD 


What  he  needs  is  a  personal  salvation: 
a  god  with  a  face,  two  eyes,  a  nose,  and  a  mouth. 
A  heaven,  aware  of  his  efforts  to  reach  that  god- 
chromium-plated  and  equipped  with  television. 


What  he  gets  is  without  his  asking: 
a  perpetuation  of  the  tribe  to  which  he  belongs — 
a  warm  breath  on  the  cold  window  of  time — - 
a  wearing  away  by  himself  of  a  small  circle 
on  the  frost  of  indifference  .  .  . 


But  Power  is  personal  ....  he  thinks. 
And  salvation  is  too  ....  he  thinks. 
And  his  thoughts  dredge  deep  a  well  for  him 
to  plunge  in.  From  there  he  strives  for  heaven. 


Oh  little  griefs  gathered  together  like  faggots 

for  a  fire.  Oh  little  thoughts  that  wall  in  all 

the  fields  of  delight.  Oh  weary  creeds  all  limp  with  use 

tell  him  to  sing!  For  he  IS  saved.  He  is  continuous. 

Yes  he  is.  Yes  he  is.  Yes  he  is. 


THE  DRAGON 


The  Dragon's  teeth  are  sown 
in  all  the  places  we  have  known* 
and  never  tournament  will  part 
the  teeth  from  any  dragon's  heart. 
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COMMENT 


Walk  down  the  avenue.  The  city  avenue. 
Let  it  be  winter.  Dusk  sifting  slowly- 
down,  hugging  the  bare  street. 

Shops  light  up  at  random.  Kids 

seem  less  eager  to  clutter  up  the  way. 

The  hum  of  night  is  lurking  in  the  air 

as  if  he  were  ready  to  fold  his  hands  over 

his  stomach  and  sigh:  "Well,  there  goes  another  day!" 

His  thought  drops  into  your  chest. 

You  think:  "Another  day.  A  hundred  years  from  now 
the  same  remark  will  drop  into  someone  else's  heart 
with  equal  dismay." 

You  notice  the  bulb  is  out  on  Segal's  sign. 

Joey  is  wearing  glasses. 

The  skinny  girl  next  door  is  coming  home 

from  work.  Youth  is  wearing  armor. 

A  hundred  years  from  now 

the  same  night  will  make  the  same  concession 

over  the  same  things  with  this  difference: 

YOU  will  be  gone. 


QUIXOTIC  BIRDS 


What  travesty  is  this  that  so  sincere 
we  let  our  hearts  be  stoned  with  silent  fear 
till  we  are  caged  like  some  quixotic  birds. 
Confined  by  our  so  knotted  twine  of  words. 
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THE  SOURCE 


This  moment  is  alive 

With  more  than  we  can  say! 

A  thousand  half-forgotten  dreams  contrive 

To  stir  and  sway 

Us.  This  moment  is  the  memory  of  a  chapel 
Bell  in  a  beleaguered  city. 
It  is  fresh  with  the  fragrance  of  the  well 
Remembered  mountain  rose  .  .  .  the  pity 

Of  the  sun  for  frozen  helplessness. 
The  soft  hand  of  Charity  for  grim 
Defeat  molds  it  with  a  strange  gentleness 
That  is  not  born  of  us  alone  .  .  .  but  of  dim 

Dreams  that  struggled  thru  a  million  years 
Of  man  ...  a  valiant  travail  has  given 
This  moment  (not  blind  with  hate  and  fears) 
That  Brute  may  by  his  Brother  be  forgiven. 


ANT  HILL 


Here  in  the  bracket 
a  thousand  destinies  seem  juggled 
as  dice  within  a  too  big  box — 
and  I  am  one  of  them. 

Whichever  way  I  move 

my  thought  is  counted. 

There  is  no  number  here 

that  does  not  help  to  write  the  end. 
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CELEBRATION 


There's  a  commotion  in  the  Square. 
Flags  are  flying  from  every  window; 
ledges  and  roofs  are  hives  of  people. 
The  hum  is  tremendous. 

Frosted  air  is  warmed  by  jumping  delight 
of  children  .  .  .  bands,  ready  to  beat 
the  right  tunes.  Players  stamp  snow 
from  their  feet.  The  Mayor  measures  time 
closely  with  his  finger  on  the  face 
of  his  watch  .  .  . 


Today  is  the  celebration 

in  which  the  whole  town  has  a  part. 

The  Mayor  pulls  his  collar  up 

and  an  urchin  with  eyes  round  as  a  halo 

on  the  Madonna's  head 

buries  both  hands  in  a  glove  the  Mayor  dropped- 

before  he  hands  it  back. 


THE  MIRROR 


I  dive  into  this  lunar  disc 
but  penitent  I  rise 
deceived  by  no  serenity 
its  surface  can  devise. 

A  lunar  llama  sagely  sits 
beneath  this  crater's  glow 
never  to  let  me  turn  from  it 
save  wiser  when  I  go. 
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AH,  PITY! 


Ah!  Pity,  lying  curled  as  wayfarers 

lost,  in  same  unguarded  corner; 

ah!  Pity,  lying  in  the  heart, 

shunted  and  limping  as  a  mongrel  dog 

once  someone's  shadow  of  devotion. 

Bring  wine  for  Pity  and  crusts 

from  bread  baked  in  the  richest  ovens! 

Light  candles  for  Pity, 

perhaps  she  will  be  tempted  to  believe 

in  something  more  than  her  abandonment. 

Strong  men  throw  coins  to  her 

and  she  has  seen  their  garlands 

laid  against  the  stones 

where  they  had  said  she  died. 

Rituals  are  read  to  her,  tabernacles  built 

by  those  who  say  that  they  remember. 

Incense  and  perpetual  pilgrimage 

burn  the  heart  of  Pity 

the  while  she  lies  there 

mute  and  friendless. 

When  will  they  truly  find  her 

whose  chariots  raise  the  dust,  whose  potions 

predict  a  knowledge  of  Infinity — 

the  depth,  and  width,  and  tether 

of  the  sea,  the  earth,  the  air! 

Bring  wine  for  Pity 

and  watch  you  spill  no  drop, 

for  it  is  Blood  .  .  . 
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FLOODTIDE 


We  went  to  where  the  bridge  had  been 
as  birds  still  tethered  by  a  thread, 
spanning  desolation's  arc 
dividing  stress  by  what  we  said. 
One  silent  .  .  .  while  the  other  talked; 
self-moving  bridges  as  we  walked. 


HOMELAND 


Never  grew  out  of  her  homeland. 

The  father  and  the  mother  names.  The 

warm  hearth  fires  and  the  wind 

about  the  chimney.  Smell  of  a  house 

well  lived  in.  Rooms  festive  long  after 

the  Christmas  tree  was  down  and  the  globes 

packed  in  the  cellar. 

Muffins  and  hot  soup,  raisin  and  prune  pies. 
Books  sprawling  everywhere  like  small  gnomes 
on  how  to  make  a  snow-fence  or  a  valentine. 

Lamps  lit  in  the  homeland  after  working  hours — 
early  for  the  new  babe  and  the  warm  milk — 
all  night  for  the  sad  time  and  the  last  hour. 
Lamps  lit  on  the  top  stair  for  the  late  homer — 
in  the  dormer  window  for  the  late  scholar. 

Always  one  Lamp  in  her  heart  glowed 
for  the  homeland  .... 
sweet  and  clean  as  new  cut  hay — 
strong  with  the  love  of  the  Holy  Lamb — 
bright  with  the  gifts  of  adoration — 

Perpetual  in  her  heart  as  a  mother's 
constant  intercession. 
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SHARED 

(C.  G.) 

When  swift  your  grief 
then  tight  my  arms 
cling    round    the    threadbare    pattern — yours. 

And  once  again  I 
seem  to  feel 
the  ancient  black  inquisitors! 

Make  fast  the  knot 

that  ties  your  heart 

and  does  not  let  it  burst — I  know. 

The  arrow  lodges 
where  the  heart 
throbs  with  the  blood  that  cannot  flow. 

Nor  look  to  me 

who  have  no  words 

but  clasp  the  pattern  that  you  keep 


For  I  am  binding 
grief  again 
and  dare  not  loose  a  pulse — to  weep. 
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COMMUNION 


Let  my  worship  God  be  free, 

As  Thy  love  i&  constantly. 

And  when  I  stop  to  catch  my  breath 

After  dying  some  new  small  death, 

Let  me  reach  Thee  as  I  stand 

Longing  for  Thy  guiding  Hand; 

Held  up  in  the  gathering  dark 

Pressed  against  some  rough  clean  bark — 

And  straightened  by  a  living  height 
To  feel  Your  altar  spread  by  night 
In  a  moment,  by  that  tree, 
A  Sacrament,  sealed  by  Divinity. 

So  shall  the  purple  and  scarlet  hues, 
The  stained-glass  windows,  the  even  pews. 
Serve  in  their  turn  as  much  to  me 
As  a  sudden  Supper,  beneath  a  Tree  I 


THE  FRIEND 

(K.  M.) 


Sometimes  I  think  we  cannot  die 
from  wounds  of  mortal  giving 
as  long  as  there's  a  friend  to  guard 
the  heart  that  bleeds  from  living. 

Though  like  Achilles,  it  may  seem 
we  wear  an  outer  armor, 
always  there  is  one  spot  untouched 
by  the  renewing  water. 

And  here,  alone,  the  shafts  could  fly 
but  for  the  friend  to  say: 
"Upon  this  spot  I  press  MY  heart!" 
And  death  must  walk  away. 
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LARGO 


"Not  what  they  think  ...  but  what  YOU 

think."  You,  on  the  corner,  woodened 

by  long  wearing  of  accumulated  opinions  .  .  . 

Worn  inside  by  poignancies 

too  fragile  to  remember.  Thoughts  at  acute  angles 

to  your  heart. 

Sights  and  symphonies  from  subway 

ferry  boat  and  pier  .  .  .  sucking  at  you. 

You,  on  the  corner,  haloed 

under  the  street  light  .  .  .  watching 

a  sleep  walking  child  tagging  after 

its  mother  who  carefully  coddles  a  cake 

in  the  other  hand.  A  man  searches 

his  package  of  groceries 

before  crossing.  It  is  important 

the  milk  shouldn't  slip  through 

the  moistened  paper.  Milk  is  life. 

Life  hangs  on  green  lights  and  paper  bags! 

*  *     *     Straggling  window-wishers  stare 
silently  at  closed  but  displaying  shops. 

Life  hangs  on  plum  shades  and  wine  buttons! 

*  *     *     Taxis  dart  at  traffic 
like  dragon  flies. 


*  *     *     Send  a  birthday  card 
send  a  letter,  send  a  postal — 
cry  for  a  life  preserver 

to  the  ones  you  love — but  never  reach! 

*  *     *     Write: 

Time's  running  out. 
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The  moon  spangles  the  harbor 

the  trees  wear  gypsy  ribbons  now  .  .  . 

We  are  down  on  our  knees  in  the  grass — 

We  are  little.  We  are  searching 

the  sounds  of  night  for  color,  but 

our  hands  are  cold  with  precisions! 

Time's  running  out.  Let  us  take  God 

as  He  IS:  on  the  corner,  on  the  river's  edge 

in  the  Park,  in  the  City,  IN  THE  WORLD." 

*     *     Time's  running  out  on  pieces  of  ribbon 
and  precious  pastry  for  Sundays 
and  the  birthday  card  you  ought  to  send 
while  you  stand,  a  reed  on  the  corner 
knowing  God  is  a  shining  tangible.  *     *     * 

"It's  not  what  they  think  ...  it's  what  YOU 
think"  leaves  you  down  on  your  knees 
in  the  grass. 


RETREAT 


Stand  no  more  outside  the  wall  a  wanderer — 
release  the  latch — the  door  will  let  you  in; 
and  down  the  quiet  corridor  no  time  will  tell 
your  name,  your  race,  your  quantitative  sin. 
What  turbulence  or  tithing  you  may  feel, 
is  fiction  of  the  world  that  is  not  real  .  .  . 
For  long  the  best  of  you  is  hungry  to  be  blessed; 
then  come,  the  loving  Host  will  meet  his  tired  guest. 
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THE  ITINERANT 


Roll  up  the  vivid  fabric  of  the  mind. 

Sleep  is  the  fearless  land  that  God  designed 

to  closet  man  against  too  bitter  grief 

for  which  he  finds  no  words;  nor  strain  belief 

to  match  the  patterns  tossed  into  your  hand. 

Put  down  the  sword.  Life  is  the  reprimand. 


ROUND  OF  HOURS 


I  who  might  have  traveled  to  a  wider  plane 

Who  cannot  boast  of  seeing  pyramids 

Or  skies,  above  some  greener  fields,  or  richer 

Fruited — I  love  the  meticulous  jogging  on  of  time. 

(Dull  time  to  some)  for  setting  silver  at  dusk 

About  a  linen,  clean  and  neatly  mended. 

As  if  a  greater  Presence  comes  each  night 

To  supper,  I  love  the  placing  on  of  goblet 

Or  of  cup  .  .  .  the  plate  of  bread  .  .  .  the  aroma 

Of  the  yield  made  from  a  harvest,  stronger 

Hands  than  mine  knew  how  to  tend  .  .  . 

I  love  the  comfort  of  the  crystal  windows 
Not  elegantly  yet  with  color  curtained — 
The  tassels  dangling  from  the  leveled  shades 
Dividing  with  their  perpendiculars 
A  saucy  street  .  .  .  unless  with  gathering  dusk 
I  let  the  first  star  of  a  moon-shell  in. 

Yet  something  in  the  plodding  round  of  hours 
Seems  silently  an  altar  that  I  serve. 
Confused  by  many  worlds,  and  so  much  doing 
I  light  the  lamps,  and  wait  to  share  the  wine  .  .  . 
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JAY 


He  kicked  the  brush  and  let 

a  small  rock  skip 

doing  a  dusty  dance  ahead  of  him; 

then  finding  it  before  his  feet 

began  to  toss  it  with  his  toe  again. 

There  was  a  blue  jay  jawing  from  above- 
it  made  him  flush  ...  a  bird  might 
somehow  sense  the  need  to  play 
the  old  game  'kick  the  can' 
should  be  inside  of  such 
a  "great-big-man". 

He  kicked  the  stone  into  the  brush 
and  grumbled,  "Clown!" 
"A  great  big  man"  was  what 
the  jay  threw  down. 


CONTENDOR 


What  gardens  lie  beyond 
I  cannot  say. 
What  pyramids  of  doubt 
will  block  the  way 

does  not  restrain  in  my  heart 
whose  fervor  is  enough 
to  take  whatever  is: 
acclaim  or  dark  rebuff. 

For  I,  of  pilgrim  heart, 
must  still  contend 
the  'enemy'  is  lost 
you  make  a  friend. 
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INSIDE  PATTERNS 


You!   Lost  in  a 
cyclops  hope 
on  an  island 
that  is  yourself. 

Ridged  in  and  ridden 
by  tides  of  terror 
not  your  own — 
but  accepted. 

On  the  pronged  bit 
of  indecision 
you  earn 
what  you  accepted. 


CHILD  OF  HAGAR 


I  was  not  born  free  but  in  bondage  I  came 

Rending  the  air  with  my  cries  from  the  beginning. 

Yet  many  long  turns  have  I  taken  past  taverns  and  spires; 

Now  I  am  tired,  bound  by  the  days  and  the  nights  I  tied  to  myself. 

Too  lazy  to  move  now  I  lie  in  the  ditch,  but  the  stars 

Still  obsess  me,  remind  me  of  errands.  Because  of  slaves 

Like  myself  who  speak  to  me  always  of  dust — dust 

They  eat  and  they  breathe;  dust  they  blame  on  their  mother, 

Their  sister,  brother,  or  friend;  dust  that  they  cry  for 

As  though  they  had  not  enough;  dust  they  add 

To  themselves  with  their  blaming.  Because  of  slaves  like  myself 

Must  I  rise,  with  the  stars  filling  my  eyes  with  their  strange 
Morning;  bringing  a  piece  of  their  magical  tapers 
Wherever  I  go.  Till  one  day  I  stand  at  a  bend 

In  the  road  and  find  Love  there  .  .  .  waiting.  Seeing  me  not 
As  I  came,  or  was  taken,  but  free  as  I  am! 
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TANGENT 


The  heart  is  empty. 

It  has  gone  downstairs 

to  the  street  .... 

It  walks  sullenly 

by  itself 

and  will  not 

give  up  its  monologue. 

It  wants  direction 
but  reads  no  map. 
Run  after  it 
before  you  are  sorry! 


RED-WINGED  BLACKBIRD 


Call  from  the  edge  of  the  marsh,  the  reed. 

Redip  with  your  liquid  throat  my  need 

vivid  as  you,  red-winged  blackbird 

to  be  ransomed  this  day  from  the  sullied  word. 


"O-kal-ee"  "O-kal-ee"  throw  bright  and  clear 
to  this  drifting  swimmer  your  musical  spear; 
riding  the  crest  of  a  thousand  heres  .  .  . 
gulping  your  sweetness  too  deep  for  tears. 


"O-kal-ee"  "O-kal-ee"  so  positive 
you  call  to  old  freedoms  this  fugitive. 
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CALL  OF  A  SEA  TOWN 


Come!  Like  a  child 

along  the  darkening  canyon 

of  my  streets  .  .  .  where  lanterns 

hang  above  the  fishing  nets. 

Come  when  boats  barnacle  the  bay 

and  children  dare  the  ramp 

beyond  their  bedtime  .  .  . 

storing  the  landwash  smells 

of  tar,  and  fish,  and  seaweed 

forever. 

Memory  booms  in 

over  the  rocks 

sibilant  with  salt  spray  splash 

and  boatman's  gossip. 

Come  when  a  star  pops  out 
like  a  lighthouse-keeper 
just  remembering  glow 
for  journeyings 
home  .  .  . 
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LATE  RESOLUTION 


If  I  were  not  so  tired 

the  fire  not  so  low 

the  room  unlistening  .  .  .  the 

heart  eager  to  go 

beyond  the  doorstep's  border 

where  the  long  shadows  fall 

and  a  new  world  waiting 

to  an  unspoken  call — 

If  I  were  not  so  tired 
from  the  journeys  trod, 
if  the  green  fields  scented 
and  the  warm  velvet  sod 
were  not  passing  pageants 
and  the  dreams  in  my  head 
all  of  snow  on  the  hill 
like  cloud-fleece  spread 

in  blanket  ripples  .  .  . 
dazzling  memory  like  wine — 
I  would  join  with  my  brother 
in  a  World  Design. 


SOOTHSAYER 


What  is  it  yesterday  told? 
What  will  tomorrow  relate? 
"Distance  but  lies  in  your  heart." 
"Today  moves  her  tent  while  you  wait. 
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ATTAINMENT 


Until  the  sun 
Sifts  no  more  thru 
The  trees  upon 
My  wilful  head, 
I  shall  be  running, 
And  always  on 
To  endless  hills 
Till  I  am  dead — 
And  come  at  length 
Upon  the  Highest  Peak- 
The  brilliance  of 
The  Light  I  seek 
Shall  dim  the  interlude 
Of  death! 


HOME 

No  prodigal  but  has  turned 
In  his  dreams 
To  behold  that  portal, 
Gateway  to  yesterday 
Refuge  for  a  thousand 
Tomorrows — 

Seeing  it  open  for  him 
Like  patient  arms 
For  letting  go — and  for 
Taking  back — 

Host  to  his  dreams! 

Above   conquest,   beyond  purchase. 

Impervious  to  his  squalor 

Or  his  taste  .  .  .  recording  nothing 

But  his  going  out 

And  his  coming  in  .  .  . 

Offering  the  hearth  where 
The  prodigal  of  living  warms 
His  hands — speeding  his  going! 
Welcoming  his  coming  back. 
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LOST  LAMB 


He  moved  as  in  an  eddy- 

a  perpetual  compulsion 

to  go  contrary  to  the  direction 

his  body  took  .  .  . 

saying,  "yes"  for  "no",  "no"  for  "yes." 

Winning  medals  for  accuracy 
in  the  exercise  kept  him 
a  one-armed  driver. 

Always  when  he  and  the  stars 

got  together  .  .  .  and  the  katydids 

drilled  into  his  secret, 

(let  the  laughter  off 

so  the  tears  rolled  out) 

he  climbed  up  over  the  edge 

of  orthodoxy and  sat 

with  God. 

But  then,  he  was  conspicuous 

for  opposing  the  eddy  .  .  .  and  he  was 

herded  among  those  who 

"do  not  understand"  or  maybe  it  was 

who  do  not  dare  .  .  . 


THE  TEAR 


Feel  it  drop  upon  your  hand 
Salt  of  wounds  you  understand. 
Warm  as  breath.   Shattered  belief 
Crystal  of  a  global  grief. 
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FORTRESS 


Sometimes  you  fail  for  something 
you  have  known. 
Some  little  island  in  your  heart, 
Some  land  you've  sown. 
(Acres  bright  with  thought 
weeded  of  ghosts.) 
Sometimes  you  fail, 
succeding  most. 

"Run  back,  run  back,  run  back," 
you  never  do. 
Direction  has  no  shape 
it  leaves  no  clue — 

a  ledge,  perhaps,  in  crags 

plumed  by  the  sea? 

The  cradle  of  the  wind? 

The  night's  star-wizadry? 

A  boy  upon  a  hill  .  .  . 

red  leaves  .  .   .  curled  by  the  door 

like  cardinal  wings,  without 

a  sky  to  soar? 

Your  heart  is  but  a  fortress 

you  have  left. 

"Come  back,  come  back,"  it  cries 

"Come  to  your  own." 

The  enterprise  is  yours 

you  win  alone. 
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AH  YES,  THE  LEAVEN 


We  need  not  prune  ourselves  on  erudition 

As  aliens  of  Love  we  find  fruition 

in  many  contrabands  of  It  in  words: 

"Alas,  alas,  alas,  poor  Brother-Birds 

they  will  not  fly."  (As  we  hold  down  their  wings 

to  prove  to  them  the  basic  right  of  things.) 


"Constituent!  Constituent  this  .  .  .  and  that." 
The  heart  is  breathless  in  the  feted  fat 
of  'understanding'  and  the  empty  prayer 
conforming  to  no  Scripture  anywhere 
swells  us  with  an  innocent  conceit — 
leaving  us  unwilling  to  be  meek. 


But  there  are  mystics  in  our  midst,  the  leaven, 
who  know  the  earth  is  green,  but  not  as  Heaven. 
Greedless  in  their  hemp,  or  silk,  or  serge, 
they  know  the  worm  before  the  wings  emerge; 
and  practice-perfect  as  a  constant  star 
they  bring  God's  kingdom  anywhere  they  are. 


FRIAR  FREEDOM 


Take  it  easy,  Friar  Freedom, 
keep  your  secret.  Hug  the  spell. 
For  the  solitude  of  being 
holds  a  penalty  as  well. 
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ON  LAYING  A  WREATH 
(F.  V.  L.) 


Yesterday  is  always  calling, 
"that  you,  dear?"  Light  and  laughter 
under  the  door — (as  I  stand  outside 
laying  this  wreath  on  the  mound 
memory  marks  with  a  monument) — 

windows  lit  with  lamps — 
an  intimate  clatter  of  cups, 
hassle  of  silver,  wine  jeweling  a  glass, 
a  bubble  of  suds,  a  scurry  upstairs 
and  a  banter!  Pink  spread.  Slippers 
smothered  in  carpet.  A  celluloid  rattle. 
The  music  stand  in  the  bay  window. 
Sunlight   mottling   the   battered  bookcase 
by  the  stairs  where  the  dog  is 
napping  .  .  . 

I  lay  my  wreath  who  know  late 
alarms,  swift  dressing,  a  dark  house 
and  the  fire  out  .  .  .  when 
I  hear  her,  "that  you,  dear?" 
And  the  light  is  under  the  door 
again.  She  needs  no  answer 
who  knows  I  never  go! 
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MOCK  PILLOWS 

Lie  low  in  your  meadowed 

blue-canopy  bed, 

I  though  you  were  stones 

but  you're  white  sheep  instead! 

Pillowing  pastures 
as  stones  might  a  hill 
meandering  the  meadows 
as  stones  never  will. 

Tufting  my  mind 
with  rhymes  of  Bo-Peep  ; 
shepherding  thoughts 
serenity  deep. 


LINES  TO  A  LITTLE  GIRL 

(For  Joan  Louise) 

Like   a  bough  that   is   cradling   summer, 
Or  a  song  in  the  mind's  enthrall 
I  hold  your  "after-image" 
I  hear  your  spirit  call. 

Over  my  years  spills  your  laughter, 
Nestling  small  summer's  blonde  belle. 
Chaste  little  princess-of-wonder 
Come  in  my  winter  to  dwell. 
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NEW  DISCIPLE 

Locked  and  unspoken  the  grief! 

(and  the  bells  ringing  in  the  tov/er 

and  the  people  coming 

and  the  words  dripping 

syllable  fashion 

from  the  leaking  mind.) 

Let  the  words  be  heard 
that  the  hearts  know — 
that  the  eyes  hold  back. 
Bind  the  people 
with  the  bitter  grief 
they  tuck  in  the  bells 
and  the  rote  worship 
till  the  prayers  are  said  .  .  . 

Gather  us  God! 

from  each  street — 

the  lost  strands  of  your  old  net: 

Black,  and  White,  and  Yellow. 

(sick  with  knowledge. 

tired  of  pose  and  stance 

lost  in  the  words,  God). 

Let  the  flood  come  and  then 
make  us  fishers  of  men! 


OUTCAST 

He  sleeps  along  the  empty  street 

cobwebs  sticking  to  his  clothes; 

the  dark  and  jealous  lover  grief 

has  trailed  him  thru  the  world  he  knows. 


33 


RIVER  CHANT 


I  wcmta  go  to  Heaven 
I  wanta  hear  them  sing! 

I  have  the  Song  but  wordless 
between  my  ribs.  Ah,  bring 
the  star-flecked  satin 
and  beads  for  me  to  wear 
and  let  me  have  a  rosebud 
to  pin  into  my  hair. 

I  wanta  hear  old  Gabriel 
play  upon  his  horn 
the  Song  I  heard  one  summer 
before  my  soul  was  born! 

Then  spread  the  scarlet  carpet — 
ring  the  silver  bells — 
lift  me  with  the  message 
only  Heaven  tells. 

Roll  a  star  beside  me 

in  case  I  lose  the  way; 

'cause  I  wanta  find  the  Kingdom 

and  learn  the  words  .  .  .  today. 
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THE  WOUNDED 


Was  it  a  dream?  The  Books  were  men  .  .  . 
Mathew,  Mark,  John — all  soldiers  bridging  a  gap., 
walling  up  a  void,  stretched  out 
trying  to  be  floor,  circling  the  place 
where  he  lay  legless,  it  seemed, 
bodyless  maybe,  dreaming  surely  .  .  . 

A  chorusing  of  voices  kept  swelling 

to  a  dissonance.  The  singing 

made  the  titles  on  the  men  blur 

as  sea-plants  wrinkle  in  a  pool 

troubled  by  a  pebble.  But  he  read 

as  far  as  John  before  he  closed  his  eyes. 

When  last  he  looked 

the  men  were  a  pile  of  charred  chapel; 

but  far  down  the  road  a  tall  stone  stood  .  .  . 


THE  DERVISH  DANCE 


Eat  the  fire,  serpent,  glass, 
when  you  are  hunger-heady. 
Nothing  happens  to  your  heart 
till  your  heart  is  ready. 

Ecstasy  is  but  a  name, 
in  it  lies  a  presence 
like  a  little  candle  lit 
or  a  small  obeisance. 

Eat  the  serpent,  fire,  glass 
when  your  heart  is  heady. 
Harm  or  blessing  come  to  pass 
if  the  heart  is  ready! 
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SEIGE 
The 

Initialed 

Ring  I.       From  where  I  lie 
under  the  eaves 
and  warm 
morning  light  is  grey. 

A  single  sparrow 

braves  the  snow 

that  silently  looks  in  at  me 

from  drifts 

piled  on  my  attic-sill. 

He  swings  from 

a  frozen  twig 

whose   longer   fingers  had   all   night 

knocked  briskly 

on  the  pane 

when  driven  by  the  wind. 

Framed  by  the  curtained  window 
he  rallies  several  times 
to  chirp,  and  then,  half  finishing 
takes  wing! 

(Would  every  snowfall 

pile  upon  whatever  sill 

as  this  upon  my  latticed-ledge? 

Would  every  sparrow 

seem  to  swing 

from  crystal  coated  twig 

morning,  when  life  stirs 
eager  in  the  rooms  below 
bright  with  candlestick  and 
bowl  of  fruit  .  .  .  the  rug, 
where  David  lines  his  marbles  on 
the  largest  leaf,  and  sprawled 
beneath  the  nick-nack  stand 
he  takes  a  better  'aim'?) 
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It  is  an  omen-stone 

in  the  initialed  ring 

of  home;  search  will  find 

no  other!  From  where  I  lie 

under  the  eaves 

a  single  sparrow 
digs  at  frost 
as  if  chipping  Light 
from  day. 

Abasement 

Blues  II.     I  turn  to  It— 

from  under  the  winked  tear 

the  dark  halo  of  desire 

the  wishing  in  precision  tightened 

hours  ....  Turn  in  the  churn-tub 

of  people.  Monarchs  of  fists 

and  belly  laughs 

who  bray 

Cap  III.      "YOU  stand  as  if  you  listen! 
and  What  do  you  hear?" 

Bells  (The  never-all-persistent 

never-all-resistant  you.) 

"Lines  of  marching  centaurs? 

They  will  be  close  soon  .... 

for  you  to  see?  The  streets 

will  rattle  with  their  sabres 

and  whing-eee  with  their  whips?" 

(Hazzah,  hazzoo,  the  bazarre  persuasions 

of  the  perfectionists.) 

"What  moves  you  now?  What  throngs 

do  you  so  carefully  divide 

and  step  aside  at  last 

as  if  before  a  king? 

I  see  no  King." 

(But  then  ...  I  hear  no  centaurs 

and  no  bells.)     *     *     * 
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Judgments  IV.        David  now  finds  man, 
parched  for  the  sweet  wine 
of  self-knowledge, 
wins  but  the  hunter's  jeer: 
"He  turns  the  profile 
of  his  mind.  A  keyhole  view 
to  what  his  words  might 
say.  Always  a  thought 
without  the  eyes 
to  light  it.  Jaw, 
with  lip  enough  to 
trim  the  meaning.  So 

he  goes  unused.  A  profile 
in  each  pocket.  Too  spent 
to  face  the  music 
of  his  heart."     *     *     * 

We  stand,  small  sparrows, 
held  by  the  homing  hurry 
work  allows.  "Too  bad."  I  think, 
remembering  his  lining  marbles  on 
the  largest  leaf — when  he  takes  aim! 

TOWN  Seizing  sidewalk  soapbox 

GRIER  V.       he  pitches  his  voice  above  the  traffic 

pattern  with  "Awake!"  They  laugh. 

The  crowd  in  tweeds. 

"Awake!"  he  cries.  They  wait 

for  lights  to  change  the  thoroughfare 

and  cannot  help  but  listen. 

"Awake  .  ."  the  winged  echo  pleads. 

They  move  along  and  he  is  elbowed 
from  their  minds  as  rain  drives  them 
along  faster.  "A-wake,"  he  sobs  and 
stoops  to  pick  his  crated  stadium  up. 
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'Unbeliever" 

VI.     He  is  remote, 

a  kingdom  of  jade 

watching  the  people  move 

from  minutes  to  hours — 

conniving  with  caravans 

of  one  kind  or  another 

to  change  the  story  of  their  lives 

from  green  to  magenta. 

Never  giving  a  reason 
for  his  idleness.  Finding  a 
melancholy  beauty  in  the  thought, 
no  one  can  say  of  him  now: 
"He  lives  between  this  Well 
and  that  Other."     *     *     * 

"Poor-Me-One"*     *     *     from  where  I  lie 
VII.     under  the  eaves  and  warm 

someone  is  playing  a  mouth  organ 

while  a  dog  bays 

and  a  door  slams  shut 

and  umbrellas  blow,  'black  butterflies' 

in  the  wind.  Crescendos  flail 

the  alleys  like  empty  arms 

and  my  mind  is  a  wandering  waif 

wailing  a  mother! 

A  single  sparrow  braves 

my  grey  retreat.  He  is  a  hideaway 

without  a  pedant's  lure 

without  a  word  to  learn. 

Not  treasure  of  my  wit  or  eyes 

no  nest  that  can  confine 

is  what  He  shows. 

It  is  here!  And  it  is  gone. 


♦The  "Poor-Me-One"  is  a  jungle  bird  with  the 
haunting  cry   of  a  human,  mortally  wounded. 
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I  cannot  tell  them  that! 

My  infidel  corsairs  of  the  gaudy  trifles. 

Their  eyes  follow  me,  silent 

as  a  waiting  drift  of  snow. 

If,  with  my  pointer  fingei — 

'They  will  insist  I  keep 

some  cylindrical  tower 

"sacred  to  ikons  and  battered  saints!" 

So  I  sit 

like  an  old  volcano 

letting  the  days 

make  of  my  passive  resistance 

a  crater  lake  ....  fathomlessly  rich  in 

sapphire  melted  from  tears 

tilted  toward  sky. 

Until 

in  the  boundless  savannahs 

of  my  thoughts 

a  Single  Sparrow 

shadowed  by  the  Wind 

brings  me  the  old  Initialed  Ring 

of  Home;  and  starting  several  times 

to  chirp,  half  finishes 

an  arc  of  Light.     . 


The    Dervish   Dance 
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